
In the early hours 
of 8th August 

1993, an 
extraordinary 

event occurred in 
the foothills of 

Victoria's 
Dandenong 

mountains that 
would forever 

change the lives 
of five ordinary 

people. 

"KEllY" 
..... .- ..

M
y name is Kelly Cahill and, like many others in my situation, I, too, fear 
ridicule due to the strangeness surrounding my case. I would have preferred 
to remain anonymous, but due to the prompting of certain Australian 
researchers who continuously stressed how necessary it was that the reality 

of this event was revealed to the public, I eventually came to realise the importance of 
increasing public awareness. 

I have been involved in what is considered to be one of the world's and definitely 
Australia's first known UFO encounter involving non-human entities, wherein two sepa
rate parties unknown to each other have actively participated, enabling researchers to 
finally cross-reference an encounter case. 

This is not to say that it has not occurred anywhere in the world before; only that it is 
quite possibly the first recorded instance and is an extremely well-documented case. It 
therefore becomes a powerful tool in providing evidence that unknown lifeforms do 
indeed exist within our normal realms of existence. 

My story is a very personal one and is written as such. I want you to know the way I 
perceived things to occur, from a human rather than academic viewpoint. Scientific data 
and official reports are partially expounded in my book. 

As it is just you and I for now, I will begin by telling you a little about myself. I am 
twenty-seven years of age, married with three children, and was living what most people 
would consider to be an uneven~ul existence. Uneventful, that is, until the night of 
7th/8th August 1993. On that day, the cosy little world of logic I had grown so accus
tomed to was turned inside out. 

Prior to the life-changing cxperience which took place, the subject of UFOs had never 
been of any particular interest to me. If they did indeed exist then I was bound to be the 
last person on the face of the Earth to actually see one. I tended to maintain a very scepti
cal view on all matters pertaining to physical phenomena, which was back then a perfectly 
natural attitude, not only held by myself but, as I have increasingly noticed, by most other 
people. 

What 1 did possess, however, was a keen belief in psychic awareness, but even this 
belief was not unduly founded. I have always thought the human mind a most fascinating 
area of study, being one of the few true mysteries as yet unravelled by our advanced sci
entific community. It provides an outlet to philosophical thinking which is not available 
elsewhere. As a housewife and mother I am usually too busy to devote a great deal of 
time to outside activities, but the one thing that even a housewife can do is think. 

RECAll 

On the early evening of 1st October, we again drove up to Eva's house in the mountains 
where 1 intended to spend the weekend. We took the usual route through the outer 
Melbourne suburb of Fountain Gate, on to Belgrave then up to Monbulk. It was a familiar 
course to us. Since moving to the country almost a year before, distance had become of 
little object where friendship was concerned. 

A few kilometres after the Fountain Gate shopping centre, we passed an open area 
where (although logic defies me an explanation as to why the thought would even enter 
my mind) I made a wisecrack to myself that this would be a great place for a UFO to land. 
All that sil\y business with Andrew must have struck a funny-bone somewhere. What 
happened next was not so amusing. 
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<It 

With no warning, a strong sensation of what I can only call 'gut
wrenching dread' swept through my entire being. It was the most 
horrible feeling a person could know. My stomach literally sank. 
I consider myself to be in relative control of my emotions, yet this 
was something I had never known before. This was a raw and 
very real fear which appeared to arise from nowhere. 

From that moment on, the memories of 7th August came flood
ing back to my mind in an unstoppable torrent. Clear as daylight, 
it was as if a secret door had been unlocked. I want to share the 
release of these memories with you as accurately as I can, so I 
have drawn a parallel as close as possible to the true nature of its 
passing. 

7TH AUGUST 1993 

On Saturday afternoon, 7th August 1993, we were making our 
way to Eva's in order to celebrate her daughter's eighteenth birth
day. 

Though we departed when it was still daylight, in the hour we 
were travelling it began to grow dark. I gazed out of the passenger 
window engrossed in thought. At dusk there was not a great deal 
to see, the surrounding landscape melting into a mass of silhouet
ted shadow. 

Then, quite unexpectcdly, on the outskirts of Belgrave South we 
passed an unlikely object resting in a field, the sight of which tore 
me away from my daydream. Even though we were travelling at 
considerable speed, I was still able to catch a glimpsc for a period 
of two to three seconds of something that presented itself as a cir
cle of round orange lights with a slightly fluorescent haze about it. 

I was almost certain that I had just seen something of an 
extremely unorthodox nature. Unfortunately, Andrew did not 
notice as he was concentrating on the road ahead. Should I risk 
making a fool of myself by telling him what I thought I saw? 

For a few moments my mind swirled with disbelief. "Could I 
have actually seen a UFO? No! Impossible I They didn't exist
they couldn't exist-and yet...?" 

It was too much to contemplate. I must have been mistaken. 
My logic did not want to accept the alternative possibility. It was 
impossible. There had to be an explanation. Yet my eyes were 
also aware of what they had seen. There was total confusion of 
my mind at being presented with something it had previously pro
grammed itself not to accept as a part of reality. 

Amazement and logic began to playa vigorous game of tug-of
war with my reasoning. "Wasl" ..."Was not!" ... "1 saw itl" ... "You're 
mistaken!" ... "lt was therel" ... "That's impossible!"... 

I began to pray. Faith in God plays quite a significant role in 
my life, and although the thought of asking God questions on 
UFOs may raise a few eyebrows, it seemed quite a natural thing to 
do at the time. I always turned to God in times of indecision. It 
may not tie in with convention, but neither did my habit of con
stantly questioning the profound issues of life. 

The strange thing is that I truly do believe answers are provided. 
Not straight away of course, but many times I have looked back to 
the past concerning my pleas to God only to discover that some
how the answers have been subtly incorporated into my life with
out even the slightest recognition on my behalf. 

Many followers of religion profess belief in an invisible spiritu
al world. Could UFOs be a part of this? For one short moment 
had I been allowed a glimpse into another reality? Or were there 
really other civilisations somewhere out there in the universe? 
What if there was? Was God trying to show me something? 

"Wait for me-I'll be back down this way in a few hours." My 
mind was desperately screaming out the thought. If what I had 
seen was something of a spiritual nature, then maybe I would be 
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heard. There was so much I wanted to know, so many questions I 
needed answers for. 

Within a few minutes, after the initial amazement had subsided, 
I predictably reverted to my usual analytical self. 

Did I honestly believe I had seen a genuine UFO? Undoubtcdly 
my eyes believed that they had seen something, but my logical 
sense was just not ready to accept an explanation so outlandish. 
Brain function was gearing to override all data accumulated by the 
physical senses. 

"It must have been something else. It had to be." There was no 
room in my mind for fairy tales, only fact. 

But even logic could not debunk the very slim possibility that 
what I had seen was actual. After all, if I did not possess an open 
mind on spiritual matters, I would never have come to believe in 
God. Now God was an accepted part of my logical makeup, but it 
had not always been that way. 

Maybe logic itsclf was the very reason why our senses had 
become so limited. Since the day we were born we have been pro
grammed as to what exists and what does not. Maybe true knowl
edge lies in seeking beyond the boundaries of traditional program
ming. 

Yet even if I had completely believed what I had seen a few 
moments before, never in my wildest dreams could I have antici
pated the course of events which were to ensue later that evening. 

Not wanting to appear foolish, I attempted to hold my tongue. 
Five minutes later I was at bursting point; I just couldn't help 
myself. 

"Andrew, I saw some really strange lights in a field back there." 
"It was probably just a plane, Kelly." 
"No, it wasn't. Planes just don't land in the middle of nowhere. 

It was a circle of orange lights." 
"Then it was probably a helicopter." 
"Since when have you ever secn a round helicopter? And any

way, it was three times the size of a helicopter and it wasn't mak
ing any noise." 

I could almost feel myself pouting. He was not the slightest bit 
intercstcd. Jt was one of the few times in my life I actually regret
ted never learning to drive. If I had been driving, we would have 
definitely gonc back for a second look. 

"So what are you saying, Kelly? That you saw a UFO? Okay, 
then, you saw a UFO, whatever you say." 

His tone was obviously patronising, and the conversation termi
nated there. 

Arriving at Eva's, Andrew decided to permit everyone a little 
laugh at my expense, relating to them what I thought I had seen. 
The joke was on me and I received a good serving of what I was 
to later learn were the typical flying saucer and little green men 
jibes that so many people in my situation have to learn to live 
with. I took it with a pinch of salt. They were probably right and 
I certainly didn't want to appear the idiot. I found myself laughing 
at my own stupidity-after all, it was rather ridiculous. 

Following the usual birthday salutations, which did not include 
drinking (I did not touch a drop of alcohol all evel)ing), Eva and I 
set off for the bingo hall, one of her favourite haunts. I only men
tion this as it later becomes a crucial factor in the timing of events. 
We arrived back at her house around 11 pm. 

After a coffee and a chat, Andrew decided it was- time to get a 
move on. Neither of us bothered to look at the clock before we 
departed, but I can safely assume that it would have been no later 
than 11.45 pm. Although Eva is herself unsure of the actual time 
we left, she too tends to agree with my assumption. 

We arrived homc at 2.30 am. This I am definite about because I 
had spent the latter half of our trip arguing that I had suffered a 
blackout or lost some time somewhere. (The reason for this will 
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Circles were ----~  - ----------- "Unable to tell if this 
dark orange, ---- ~ 11/- was actually rays of 
appeared solid, light (gaseous) or ----.- will1 Iand emitted a luminescent solid." 
diffused, pale ~/".,  'dill "II (/II (' III /(f ./~/ 
orange light. 0

. .. /" "Acrual colour was a 
_ r- pale, luminescent blue, 

somewhere between 
baby blue and aqua." 

-.. 

i " 
Sketch by Bill Chalker, as ~ Approximate scale of person to objectpublished in fmernalional UFO 
Reporter, Sept/Oct 1994, of the "This line could have been convex 
8th August 1993 object. Based ,-...instead of concave." 
on Kelly Cahill's drawing. 

be explained in the following pages.) 
The journey from the mountains to our house in Gippsland takes 

approximately one and a half hours. To my way of reasoning, that 
still leaves over an hour that cannot be accounted for. 

Of this missing time I have a total conscious recollection of an 
estimated ten minutes, which I will relate to you in Chapter 5. For 
now, to avoid confusing the issue, I will only give you an account 
of what we both consciously perceived to occur that night. 

8TH AUGUST 1993 

The evening traffic had all but come to a standstill. Not many 
people traversed the mountains late at night and we were poten
tially the only car on the road. 

Heading down the hills between Belgrave and Fountain Gate, 
we were surprised to spot an unusual object hovering above the 
road at approximately twice the treetop height. It was an estimat
ed four to five hundred metres in front of us, a spectacle of orange 
lights on the bottom half with a glassy appearance reminiscent of 
windows, while the top half seemed to be solid. 

When we drew closer I got the distinct impression that there 
were figures visible in the lights as if we were being observed or 
were part of the itinerary on a sightseeing tour. 

My heart began to thump wildly. Although it looked a little dif
ferent in the air than on the ground, it just had to be the same 
object I had seen earlier. 

"Do you see that? See, see I told you so. Does that look like a 
helicopter?" 

Even Andrew could not deny what he saw with his own eyes. 
"I see it, Kelly. You're right. It's definitely not a helicopter

it's very, very strange." 
"Look, Andrew, it looks like there's people in there." 
No sooner had the words left my mouth, it shot off to the left at 

a terrific speed. One second it was there-the next second it was 
gone. There are hardly words to portray the wonder we felt at see
ing science fiction come to life. "Was our own government more 
technologically advanced than we had ever thought possible. ?... 
Nah! If it had anything to do with governments then it was more 
than likely the American military, not our own. Could there actu
ally be others out there in space?" The questions and discussion 
continued to flow in an atmosphere of excited chatter. 

When we had driven no further than a few kilometres, our eycs 
were greeted by a brilliant light, like a shining sun, directly in 
front of us. It seemed to block off the entire road, and its bright
ness was so intense that I found it necessary to use my hand as a 
shade in order to peer through the windscreen. 
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"Look at it, Andrew.'" 
"I can see it, Kelly. I can see it." 
"Oh my God, I don't believe it. What are you going to do?" 
"What do you think I'm going to do? I'm going to keep on dri

ving." 
"I don't believe it, Andrew, we're really going to see a UFO." 
By all logical reasoning it was not supposed to be happening, 

yet it was-it really was! My heart was pounding; the excitement 
was like a surge of electricity pulsating through me. There was a 
heightened sense of sharpness to my perceptive awareness, and the 
awe I was feeling [eft me speechless. 

The next thing I remember was, although still sitting in the car, 
my heartbeat was relaxed and the flow of adrenalin which had 
bee.n coursing through my veins was non-existent. It was not 
humanly possible for the 'body's chemical reaction to just disap
pear within aJ split second. One minute I had been awestruck, then 
within the blink of an eye-nothing. It was this lack of hormonal 
activity that made everything seem so uncanny. 

"What hiPpened, Andrew? We were driving straight into that 
light. Weren't we going to see a UFO?" 

"I ~hink so." 
"Then what happened? Where is it? What happened to Ithe 

light?" 
"I don't know. We must have tumed a cornet Or something." 
"How come I didn't see thc comer, then? Andrew, this is really 

weird. I feel like I've had a blackout." 
The feeling was very similar ItQ coming out of an anaesthetic; 

not remembering the events but aware that something had 
occurred and I had missed it. 

"Don't be stupid, Kelly. We turned a few comers, tkat's all." 
The change in his attitude from a few moments before was 

markedly obvious. From being a little disoriented himself, he then 
began to act as if he had been aware and in total control of his sur
roundings. What could ~ say? Could I have been epileptic and 
unaware of it? Could I have had some type of fit? . 

"Andrew, I'm not kidding! I've lost some time somewhere. 
can feel it." 

"Just forget about it, Kelly. You probably went off into a day
dream. Don't make a big deal out of it." 

We debated about time-loss for at least the next half an hour 
until I finally realised the futility of carrying it any further. I've 
known for many years and been told often enough by others that I 
had married an extremely stubborn man. This selfsame stubborn
ness was doomed to arise continuously over the next few months, 
even after the other party had come forward and evidence of phys
ical anomalies had been discovered at the location. 
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During the trip home, the two things we both managed to agree THE MISSING LINKS 

on(w1)erWe: Id d" I II ' Beginning on 1st October 1993, the day I initially recalled the e cou Istmct y sme VOlll1t; , . 
(2) W b h ff' I' d h' Th encounter, I also began to recall a senes of events which had a 
. e were ot su enng unexp ame stomac pam. e profound effect on the way I was to view thereafter the unknown 

pam I felt radlate~ from my lower abd~men through to my upper aspects of the world around me. What I was to remember would 
shoulders, ~ot unlike severe muscle fatigue after a day of strenu- defy all rational explanation, effecting the onset of a new era in 
ous welghthftm~. " m overall perce tion of life. 

When we amved home, the fIrSt thmg we did was consult the y p " . .' 
kitchen clock, as neither Andrew nor myself was accustomed to T~e first memone~ of that mght were only as I descnbed m the 
wearing a watch. It was 2.30 am. ~revlOus chapter. I Just could not seem to remember beyond the 

"See, Kelly, I told you we didn't lose any time. It only took us light. Then, over the penod of the next few hours, I began to get 
an hour and a half." flashbacks of definite conscious acts. 

"What do you mean it only took us an hour and a half? Did you The retrieval of these memories came in short spurts, each one 
check the time before we left?" succeeded by a complete blank. It was not unlike walking through 

"No, but I know we didn't take any longer than an hour and a a door only to find another one on the other side, then walking 
half so we must have left at one." through the second door only to find a third, and so on... Even 

"You are so pig-headed sometimes! How do you know that after reaching a point where nothing more was forthcoming;Tam 
when you didn't even look at the clock? I'm absolutely sure we still faced with the dilemma of an extensive amount of missing 
left a lot earlier than one." " time. 

"Look, Kelly, I was driving, and I """ '0 ,,''ow,' Some of the recovered material 

know I wasn't driving for any longer We had a dear uninterrdp'ted ~ay seem more than a little 
than an hour and a half. If we got .. . . '. '. ',\1'" .'" bizarre, and most of 1t IS of a 
home at five-thirty I would still say we view of a craft .of enormous- highly sensitive nature. There are 
l~ft a,~ four because I was the one dri- proportions. . . ..... , certain .incidents I shall relate to 
vmg. ' ~', you which are personally humlh-

To continue this d~bate wa.s sense- It wa~  situated·et,f grppi)([Jevelin ating, and if there were any way I 
less. I could never wm. The Idea. that the field at.the bottom of adow- could find an excuse not to wnte 
there could have been more to our JOur- " " "," . them I would do so. But the 
ney than just d:-iving was an absurdity i ·.·I~vel  guny~~lie tQa~!riJ{  in a$~:rt1i- whole purpose of this book is to 
that he had no mtentlOn of contemplat- .' '. .I'·',t..h'" .... '...d., d:l~"'h' .', ',' .'. make people aware that some
ing. In any case, I had no proof either, C1rcu ar.las.' Ion al1ounu,t:"e area.o;. thing is really going on and to 
except an instantaneous change in "Stopthe car;· Aridrew. hopefully inspire further research. 
metabolism I could not explain. k .,il"' .',', , It" A half truth is about as much useQ' ". 

But proof wasn't long in coming. . U.IC ,.pU QVer.. as a direct lie. It is only through 
Before retiring for the night I went to wholehearted truth that ongoing 

the bathroom where I was concerned to research into this very real phe
discover a red triangular mark beneath II' nomenon is going to be able to 
my navel, with the appearance of an even bum or as if the first produce any signifilcant answers. 
few layers of skin had been removed. This was to become of With the renewal of my memory, I began to suffer a form of 
some importance to me later, but as it held no signiHcance at the severe trauma, convinced I was going insane. It was not until after 
time I did not dwell upon it excessively. I rece~ved  news of other witnesses who had been able to collabo-

What I did find that was more recognisable to me, therefore of rate events, ,that I was finally able to relieve myself of this fear. I 
far greater importance, was a small cun on my bikini-line similar to was not going crazy after all-that is, not unless three other people 
a laparoscopy mark but finer, and with the appearance of being a whom I had never met were going crazy along with me. 
few days old or p'artially healed. I knew what it was, as I had been I am probably the luckiest person alive in this respect. Most 
beset with gynaecological problems since the age of sixteen and people in my situation are forced to face their experience alone, 
was more than familiar with the incision mark left after explorato- forever suffering in silence. 
ry surgery. Because I am not in this alon'e, I have found the courage to write 

Although not due for my menstruation, I was bleeding, This about it. There will always be an undeniable body of verbal and 
unexplained issue of blood continued for three and a half weeks physical evidence to support its actual occurrence. 
until I became extremely ill and was hospitalised with an infection 
in the womb. BEYOND THE LIGHTAn infection in the womb is not an everyday female disorder. 
The usual case is a pregnancy which has self-terminated and then We continued driving toward the light, only to realise as we 
festered in the womb, or an infection caused by non-sterile surgi turned a bend in the road that the object was actually to the right 
cal procedure. The pregnancy test taken proved to be negative, as of us. We had a clear, uninterrupted view of a craft of enormous 
I knew it would. And as I had not had any recent surgery, the proportions. It was far larger than the craft we had seen only min
medical practitioner assigned to me gave assurance that I must utes before, almost as if the first had been merely a scout. It was 
have been pregnant despite the results of the blood samples and situated at ground level in the field at the bottom of a low-level 
despite my constant protestations that this was not the case. gully. The road ran in a semi-circular fashion around the area, 

These are the entire events of 8th August as both my husband making it possible to observe the craft at close range for an esti
and I perceived them to be. The ten minutes of missing time that I mated one kilometre stretch. 
also recalled (without the aid of hypnotherapy) are told in the "Stop the car, Andrew. Quick, pull over." 
ensuing pages. "Do you think so?" 
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Now that had to be the most illogical question I had ever heard. 
There we were, looking at something most other people woulldn't 
get a chance to see in a dozen lifetimes, and there he was asking 
whether we should stop OJ not. 

"Of course I think so. Hurry up, pull over. I can't believe in's a 
real UFO. My God, Andrew, they're actually real." 

Tne most suitable word I can use to describe the feeling that 
came over me at that particular moment was awe-total awe. I 
could not have wiped the smile off my face i'I I had tried. 
Brotherly benevolence was the only expectation I entertained at 
aI~. Yes, I was indeed blessed-that's all there was Ito it. 

Andrew pulled the station wagon over and as we got out I leant 
back into the car to pick up my handbag from the floor. I never go 
anywhere without my handbag, and this was one of the very con
scious acts which enabled me to retrieve the suppressed informa
tion. As I picked it up I realised that another car had pulled up 
behind us, about a hundre'd metres further down the road. This 
made everything seem even more incredible. We weren't going to 
be the only witnesses; someone else would! see this ItOO. 

The other car was either light blue or white in colour but 
because it was an unusually dark night and the road was unlit, it 
was a little difficult to distin b, ' .•",'" w' , N. 

guish. 
I moved around the front end 

of our car and met my husband 
on the other side. As we 
walked across the road I 
glanced sideways and noted the 
occupants of the other car 
doing likewise. To my eyes 
they appeared to be a man and 
a woman but because of the 
incredibility of the object in 
front of us I did not spend a 
great deal of time observing the 
others. Just knowing that we 
were not alone was comfort 
enough. I was more concerned 
with findmg a landmark that I 

v
. 

'... ", 

could identify with. 
The blackness of the night made it almost impossible to see any

thing yet I did note thah on the left-hand side of the road where we 
pulled over there was a slight embankment, and because of the 
light emanating from the craft I was able to identify a windbreak 
of small trees arOlmd a metre in height. This Ilater helped in focat
ing he exact spot where the incident occurred. 

I continued to remind myself, "You are conscious, Kelly; this is 
real." The whole episode was so unlikely I found it necessary to 
keep assuring myself of its authenticity. 

Andrew and I stood staring down into the gully. We were 
approximately five metres from the roadside at a point where we 
could go no further because of a fence line. 

The craft was larger than life and seemed to take in our entire 
view. There was a row of orange lights with what seemed to be 
solid rays of concentrated blue light ben.eath, arranged in a half
moon shape. The entire craft shone with a soft fluorescent glow. 

We observed this remarkable scene for about thirty seconds 
when, as if from nowhere, a figure began moving toward us. It 
had no distinguishable features except that it seemed overly tall 
and was black in colour. I was quite startled. For some reason I 
had expected to see a human being, but this was not human-its 
shape was all wrong. 

"Andrew, look, there's someone coming."� 
The situation was bizarre enough to warrant an uncommon� 
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approach, so I tried using thought as contact BIG MISTAKE! I 
was instantly overwhelmed by the most horrifying fear I believe a 
human being is capable of knowing. The creature's eyes seemed 
to turn to a red fire and even at a distance of 100 to 150 metres 
shone with a striking luminescence. A first,.through fright, I could 
barely whisper. 

"They've got no souls, Andrew."� 
Then I began to scream, this time with great emphasis.� 
"They've got no souls, Andrew!"� 
Don't ask me why ~ said it-I have pondered about this very� 

same thing time and time again. How could a mere mortal know 
if something Ihad a soul or not? Not one of us has encountered (in 
the normal realms of existence) a livling creature without a soul, 
yet it was as lif I knew with my whole being that this was so. . 

Suddenly there was not only one entity on the field but many-a 
mass of glowing red eyes. One moment they were not there-the 
next moment they were. I can only assume that they emerged 
from the blue light beneath the craft. 

They then appeared fo glide across the field very rapidly, at a 
certain point splitning up, In~o or three going toward the other 
party, tbe rest heading toward us. 

I was transfixed. I couldn't take my 
eyes off them. Their power or energy 
was unfathomable. My mind became a 
sea of intense confusion, a roaring wind 
inside my head, addling my thoughts. I 
just couldn't seem to focus my faculties. 
It was as ,if 'something was interfering 
with the very way my brain functioned. I 
had'to fight it. I had an intcnse fear that I 
was going to die if I didn't. 

Maybe it was because of the raw terror 
I was feeling or possibly an act of fear
induced heroism that I found myself 
screaming out to line people down the 
road, "They're evil. They're going to kill 
us." 

,. _.. ."n Then I felt a 'whoomph' in my stomach 
. that sent me reeling backward through the 

air. (Here I have to interrupt with some 
interesting information that arose while I was being researched, as 
it could have a major impact on how this incident is to be inter
preted!. One evening, on the second return to the site with John 
Auchettl, the Melbourne-based researcher, I was standing in the 
exact same spot as the night in ,question. As I wcnt to lean for
ward, John quickly took a hold of my arm and' pUlned me back. 

"Watch out Kelly, thatls an electric fence!" 
Although the electrified wire actually ran along the inside of the 

fence, it still leaves open the possibility that on that night in 
August I may have somehow come in contact wirth it and received 
an electric shock rather than being the victim of an assaUlt as [ had 
originally supposed. This may also explain why I flew back 
through the air with such great force, although the official opinion 
is that the electricai current generated was not sufficient to cause 
this.) 

Finding myself on my back upon the ground, I somehow man
aged to sit up. I was fighting consciousness, felt extremely nau
seous and was struggling for breath, not unlike when a pcrson has 
been severely winded. More terrifying than anything efse was the 
fact that I cou[d not see,. A blackness was awash in front of mY' 
eyes. 

With panic in my voice, I cried out for my husband. 

• , 

Continued on page 83 
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- Australia's Most Credible UFO Abduction Case 

Continued from page 63 

"I can't see Andrew, I can't see anything. 
I'm blind." 

He did not come to my rescue as I would 
have supposed; instead, I heard his voice 
some distance away from me and laced 
with fear. Never have I heard an utterance 
spoken with so much terror. His voice was 
croaking as if he had partly lost it through 
fright. It sent chills down my spine. 

"Let go of me!" 
Then I heard a clear, audible male voice 

respond. 
"We mean you no harm." (Classical 

"Huh?") 
Andrew responded, "Why did you hit 

Kelly then?" 
The next piece of dialogue is one that 

makes me cringe every time I relate it. It is 
not something I enjoy speaking about as it 
is both humiliating and offensive to me. 

"I wouldn't harm her; after all, I am her 
father. " 

This was followed by a s1ight chuckle 
which I clearly felt was of a sardonic 
nature. 

I thought of my prayer eadier that 
evening when I had first seen the object. I 

.. 

always begin my prayer with the word 
"Father". This 'thing' had tQ be making a 
mockery of me. Was it amused! about my 
belief in God? The very thought of it sent 
me into a spate of hysteria. 

"You're not my father. I'm not your 
daughter. You're evil. You're not my 
father. I hate you. You're evil, I hate you... 
Oh God, I'm going to be sick." 

I put my head between my knees and 
passed out. I must have actually been sick 
because, as you may recall, we could dis
tinctly smell vomit in the car on the way 
horne. 

When I carne to, I was still unable to see 
yet was under the impression that a lot of 
people were milling around, including the 
other party, although I heard none of them 
talk to confinn this. 

The male voice was once again speaking 
as if he were addressing a group. 

"We are a peaceful people." (I know this 
sounds cliched, but this is what he actually 
said.) 

Hysteria unbounded, I began sobbing 
like a little girl. I was so utterly scared and 
there was no one to help me. 

"If you're so peaceful, then why did you 
do this to me? Why are you doing this to 

my mind? Liars! Liars!" 
I then directed my sobbing toward the 

other party. 
"Don't believe them. They're not really 

peaceful They're trying to trick you. They 
want your souls. They're trying to steal 
your souls." 

The calmness of the male voice seemed 
to pierce through my hysteria. 

"Will someone do something about her?" 
In the intervening silence I could feel .a 

presence move toward me, a little like the 
way most people have a sixth sense when 
someone is approaching them from behind. 
A hand gently touched me on the sfloarder, 
and although there appeared to be no mal
ice intended, my reaction was more than 
irrational. 

I almost feel a compulsion to apologise 
to the whole human race for my unethical 
behaviour, but you have to understand that 
I truly believed I had come up against the 
opposite force of the goodness which had 
always so inspired me. At that particular 
moment I believed I was facing the embod
iment of all evil, in all its cunning guises. 
Feeling that touch brought out in me the 

Cuntinued on page 1I4 
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uttermost feeling of disgust which, with the 
speed of lightning, turned to indignant fury. 

Fear had completely evaporated and in 
its place stood an ire that I would never 
have believed I was capable of until this 
very moment. I could feel my OWN eyes 
burning with anger. 

"How dare you put fear into the hearts of 
these innocent people. How dare you. Get 
out of here. Do you hear me? Leave! In 
the name of God, go back where you came 
from." 

The next thing I knew we were back in 
the car, unable to remember anything 
before driving into the light. 

I feel obligated to justify my behaviour 
that night but find I am unable to do so. I 
just don't know what came over me. It was 
as if all my worst nightmares had become 
reality. I had no control of my actions; 
indeed, the reverse seemed to apply: my 
actions were in control of me. 

At the time I really believed that I was 
acting as a martyr for the whole human 
race, no matter how ridiculous that seems 
now. In fact, I was surprised at my own 

-�

courage. I had no idea that I could be so 
strong-willed. 

I am still unsure of what I came up 
against, or of their intentions, and because 
of that I constantly find myself trying to 
justify them. If it was only through pure 
terror I reacted in this way, I could some
how learn to live with the humiliation. 
After all, they didn't seem to cause me an 
excessive amount of harm and spoke only 
of peace. Somehow this explanation seems 
more agreeable than the alternative. 

This could in effect be the complete 
story if I had not arrived home with the 
curious marks on my body. How they 
came to be on my person, I do not know. 
How we came to be back in the car, I also 
have no explanation for. 

If the matter had rested there, I could 
have accepted that I had merely been in the 
wrong place at the wrong time, but that was 
not to be so. 

There were yet to be another four bed
side manifestations by one of these crea
tures, the last occurring in January 1994. 
These experiences occurred just after wak
ing from a dream, although on each occa
sion I was perfectly conscious. 

Editor's Note: 
Kelly is currently looking for a pub

lisher for the rest of this manuscript. 
If you know of, or are, a publisher 

interested in this topic, you may contact 
Kelly via: 

PO Box 658 
Moe, Victoria 3825 
Australia 
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